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Ham, Why? 

T wdl not be feene in him,therc the men are as 

mac? as he. 

Ham. How came he mad? 

Clo. Very rt: angely they fay. 

Ham. How ftiangely ? ; 

Cfo. Fairheene with loofing his wits. 

Ham* Vpon what ground ? 

Qo. Why heere in Dcnmarke:I haue binfixeteenc 
heer <:,man and Boy thirty yeares. 

Ham* How long will a man lie *ith' earth ere he rot? 

Clo. Ifaith'jfhe benoc rotten before he die(as we haae 
many pocky Coarfes novv adaie;, that will fcarcehold 
th^hyin- m) he will laft .you fomt eight yearc, ornine 
yeae, A Tanner will laft you nine yeai c. 

Ham. Why he,rncrc then another ?* 

Clo. Why fir, his hide is fo tan'd with his Trade, that 
he wiil kcepe out water a great while. And your water, 
U a fare Decay cr of your horfon dead body.Heres a ScuJ 1 
now;thisSc^LhasIaincin the earth three & evventy years, 

I J am. Whofc was it ? 

Clo, A whorefon mad Fellowes ic was; 
Whole doe you thinke it was? 

H*m> Nay,I know not. 

Clo. ApefHencconhim for a mad Rogue,a pou'rd a 
Flaggon of Renifh onrny head once. Ihisfame Scull 
.Si^this fame Scuii fir, was Torick* Scul^the Kings Icfter. 

Item. This? 

Clo\ E'cncthat. 

ham. Let me fee. Ala? poorerm^I knew him IIo~ 
ration follow of infinite left; of moft excellent fancy, he 
hai h borne me on his backe a thoufand times : And how 
abhorred my Imagination is,my gorge rifes at it, Heerc 
hungch r-felipps, thaclhauckiftl know not how oft. 
Where be your Jibes now ? Your Gambals ? Your 
Songs? Your fk(he3 of Merriment that were went to 
fet the Table on a Rorcf No one now to mock your own 
leering ? Quite chopfalne ? Now get you to my Ladies 
dna&berland tell herjec her paint an inch thickc, to this 
fauourfhe mult come. Make her laugh at that; pry- 
thee Horatio tell me one thing. 

Hot. What's that my Lord ? 

Ham. Doft thou thinke Alexander lookt o'this fa- 
ftiion i'tV earth i 

Hor. E'cncfo. 

Ham. And fmelt fo > Pub. 

Hor. Eenefo,my Lord, 

Ham. Tdvvhat bafe vfes we may wturne Horatio. 
Why may not Imagination trace the Noble duft of A- 
lexander, till he find it topping a bunghole. 

Hor. 'Twere toconfider ; jocurioufly to confider fo. 

Hiijn. No faich.not aipr. But to follow himthcther 
with modeftic enough, & Ufcclichood to lead it; as thus. 1 
Alexander died : Alexander was buried : Alexander re- 
turned! into -daft; the dud is eajthj of earth we make 
Lomc,and why of thac Lome (whereto be was cornier- 
ted j might rhey not ftopp a Bccre-banell? 
Irapcrioll Cafar^czd and turn'd co clay. 
Might flop a hole to keepe she winde away. 
Oh,chat that carcb,wHcb kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a WaH,rexpeii the winters flaw. 
But foftjbut folt, afide; heerc comes the King. 

Enter Kt»g,Quemi, Laertes .and a Coffin, 
with Lords attendant . 
The Q3enc,the Courtiers. Who is that they follow, 
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And with fuchroaim^drii^Thigl^h 
TheCoarfethey folIo W ,did with ZlZt^ 
Fore do it owne life; 'twas fome Eftatc. d ' 
Couch we a while,and mark. 
Laer. What Cerimony elfc ? 


Ham. That is Laertes,* very Noble van* 
Laer. What Cerimony elfc ? 1 th: 


As we haue warrantis.her death was doubtf I 8 ^ 
And but that great Command^'rc-lwaiw !u 
She fhould in ground vnfanftifi^ u... V eor ^ 


Id in ground vnfanaified hauelod J5 ° 
Till the laft Trumpet. For charitable praj er 
ShardesJFlints^nd Peeblcs,Oiou!dbe thr ' 
Yet heerc (he is allowed her Virgin Rj ccs 0 Wnc °nlie 
Her Maiden ftrcwments,andthcbrino m !>t 
OfBellandBuriail. r,n * ,n ghome 

Laer. Muft there no more be done? 

Priefi. No more be done: " 
We fhould prophane the feruice of the dead 
To fing fagc ^niem t zv\d fuch reft to her ' 
As to peace-parted Soules, 

Laer, Lay her i'th' earth, 
And from her faire arid vnpolluted flefn 
May Violets fpring, I tell thce(churlil£p x fcA\ 
A Miniftring Angcll fball my Sifter be 
When thou licft howling / * 

Ham. What,the faire Ophelia} 

gjteent. S wccts,to the fwect farewell. 
I hop 'd thou fhould'ft haue bin my lUmiets^ 
I thought thy Britle.bcd to haue dccktffwectM^ 
And not t'hauc ftrcw'd thy Graue. ™ QmM ) 

Laer. Oh terrible woer, 
Fall ten times trebbie.on thst curfed head 

Whole wicked deed , thy moftlngcniousfence 
Dcpriu'd thee of Hold oft the earth a while 
Till I haue caught her once mere in mine armes : 

Leaps in the wane 
Now pile your duft. vpon the quicksand <tead 
Till of this flat a Mountaineyou haucmade 
To o'retopolci Pelton^oz the sl^yiuh head 
Of blew Olynjptts* 

Ham. Whatid)c 5 whofegtiffV$ 
BearesftichanEmphafi$ i whofc phrafe of Sorrow 
Cooiure ihe wandting Starres.nnd makes them ftand 
Like wonder-woundeU hearers ? This is I, 
Hamlet xht Dane. 

Laer. The deuill rake thy foule. 
Ram* Thou prartl not well/ 
I prythee take thy fingers from my throat; 
Sir though I am not Spleenatiuc^nd rafti, 
Yet haue I fomething in me dangerous, 
Which let thy wifcncfTcfcare* Away thy hand. 
King. Pluck them afunder* 
Qt*^ HamletflamUt. 
Gen. Good my Lord be quiet- 
Ham. Why I will fight with him vppon this Theme, 
Vntill my eiclids vvil! no longer wag, 
£>u. Oh my Sonne, whacYhcame i 
Ham. I lou'd Ophelia; fortie thoufand Brothers 
Could notf with all there quantine of Loue) 
Make vp my fumme. What wilt thou do for her ? 
King. Oh he is mad Laertes^ 
Qtu For loue ofGodforbcare him. 
Ham. Come fhowme what thoult doe. 
Woo'c weepe i Woo't fight ? Woo't teare thy fclfe ? 
Woo't driake vp 8filej&tiz a Crocodile ? 
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fifdoo'u Doft thou come heere to whine ; 

outface me with leaping in her Gr auc ? 
gc buried quicke with her,and fo will 1. 

if thou prate of Mountaines; let them throw 
Millions of Akers on vs 5 till our ground 
Sindging his pate againft the burning Zone, 
Make Offa like a wart, Nay,and thoui'c mouthy 
j[c rant as well as thou. 

%in. This is meerc Madnefle : 
^od thus awhile the fit will worke on biria : 
Mioa as patient as the female Doue, 
\yhen that her golden Cuplet are difclos'd 5 
His filence will fit drooping. 

flam* Heareyou Sir : 
What is the reafon that you vfc me thus ? 
jloud' you euer;but it is no matter : 
ItiHerctiles himfelfe doe what he may, 
XheCac will Mew ,and Dogge will haue his day. Exit. 

Kin, I pray you good Horatio wait vpon hsm, 
Strengthen you patience in our laft nights fpcech, 
\Vee*l put the matter to the prefent pufh : 
Good Gertrude fet fome watch oucr your Sonne, 
ThisGraue (hall haue a liuing Monument ; 
j^nhoure of quiet fhordy flhall we fee,- 
Till then,in patience our proceeding be. , Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 
Ha*>- So much for this Sir; now let me fee the other, 
You doe remember all the Circumftance. 
Hor. Remember it my Lord? 
Ham. Sir^in my heart there was a kinde of fighting, 
That would not let me fleepc; -me thought I lay 
Worfe then the murines in the Bilboes, rafhly, 
(And praifeberafhneffe for it) let vs know, 
Our indifcrerion fomctimcs ferues vs well, 
When our deare plots do paule,and that ftiould teach vs, 
There's a Diuinity that fhape s our ends, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 
Hor. That is moftccrtainet 
Ham, Vp from my Cabin 
My fea-gownc fcarft about me in the darke$ 
Grop'd I to finde out them 1 had my defire, 
Finger'd their Packet,and in fine, withdrew 
To mine owne roome againe, making fo bold, 
(My feares forgetting manners) to vnfeale 
Their grand Commiflion, where T found Horatio f 
Ohroyall knauery : An exaft command, 
Urded with many feuerall forts of reafon; 
mporting Dcnmarks health, and England* too, 
With hoo, fuch Bugges and Goblins in my life, 
That on the fuperuize no leafure bated, 
No not to ftay the grinding of the Axe, 
Myheadflboud beftruck offr 
'Hor. Iftpoffible? 

Ham. Here's the Commiffion, read it at more leyfurc: 
But wilt thou heare me how I did proceed ? 
Har, Ibcfeechyou. 

Ham. Being thus benetted round with ViHaines, 
Ere 1 could make a Prologue to my braines, 
They had begun the Play. I face me downe, 
Deuis'danewConimiffion, wrote it faire, 
I once did hold it as our Statifts doe, 
A bafene(Te to write faire 9 and laboured much 
How to forget that learning : but Sir now, 
itdid me Yeomans feruice : wilt thou know 
The effe#s of what I wrote? 



Hor. I, good my Lord. 

Ham. An carneft Conjuration from the King, 
As England was his faithfull Tributary , 
As loue betweene them,as the Palme fhould flourifli, 
As Peace fhould ftill her wheaten Garland wcare, 
And ftand a Comma 'eweene their amities, 
And many fuch like Aflts of great charge, 
That on the view and know of thefe Contents, 
Without debatement furthermore or lefle, 
He flhould the bearers put to fodaine death, 
Not fhriuing time allowed. 

Hor. How was this feaFd? 

Ham. Why,cucn in thac was Hcauen ordinate 
I had my fathers Signet in my Purfe, 
Which was the Model! of that Danifh Sealc : 
Folded the Writ vp in forme of the other, 
Subfcrib'd it, gau't th* imprefTion, pke t it fafely, 
The changeling neuer knowne : Now, the next day 
Was our Sea Fight,and what to this was femene, 
Thou know'ft already. 

Hor. So Gnildenfterm and Rofmcrance % go too'e. 
Ham.Why man, they did make loue to this imployoxent 
They arc not neere my Conference," their debate 
Doth by their owne infinuation grow : 
'Tis dangerous,when the bafer nature comes 
Betweene the pa(fe,and fell tncenfed points 
Of mighty oppofitcs. 

Hor. Why,what a King is this ? 

Ham. Docs it not, thinkft thee, ftand me now Vpon 
He that hath kil'd my King, and whov d my Mother, 
Popt in betweene th'ele&ion and my hopes, 
Throwne out his Angle for my proper life, 
And with fuch coozenage; iYc not perfect conference, 
To quit him with this arme ? And is'c not to be damn'd 
To let this Canker of our nature come 
In furthet euill. 

Hor. 1 1 muft be /hortly knowne to him from England 
What is the iffue of the bufinefle there. 

Ham. It will be Hi or r, 
The interim's minc,and a mans life's no more 
Then to fay one: but I am very forry good Herat io % 
That to Laertes I forgot my felfe ; 
For by the image of my Caufe,! fee 
The Portraiture of his ; lie count his fauours 
But fure the brauery of his gricfc did put me 
Into a Towring paftion. 

Hor. Peace 3 who comes heere? 

Enter young Ofriche. (markc, 

Ojr. YourLordfhip is right welcome back to Den- 
Ham, I humbly thank you Sir 7 doft know this waterflie? 
Hor. No my good Lord, 

Bam. Thy ftate is the more gracious] for 'tis a vice to 
know him: he hath much Land, and fertile; IctaBeaft 
bcLordofBeafts, and his Crib (hall ftand at the Kings 
Mefle;'tisaChowgh; but as Ifawfpacious in the pof 
fcfTion of dirt. 

Ofr. Sweet Lord, if your friendship were atleyfure, 
I fhould impart a thing to you from his Maiefty. 

Ham. I will receiue it with ail diligence of fpirhipuc 
your Bonet to his right vfe,'cis for the head. 
Gfr m I thanke your Lordflhip/tis very hot. 
Ham* No,beleeuc mcc 'tis very cold, the winde is 

Northerly. 

Ofr. It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed. 
Ham. Mee thinkes ic is very foultry, and hot for my 
Complexion. 



